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They are more silver than the lifting oar.
But in the evening they are gold again.

AUSTIN CLARKE

SONNET

WHERE, in the labyrinth of all my days,

I met you and I loved you, is forgot.

There seems to me no time when you were not;
No road which separates you from my ways.
No cup I drink in which you may not share,

No shelter where I build you may not creep

From the cold wind : no house wherein I sleep
That is not empty if you are not there.                   10

You are the thorn of cactus in my thought,
You are the leaven in my bread of days,
You are the tameless tangle of my lot.
Though I have loved you, loathed you, chid you,

sought

You and condemned you : what is blame or praise ?
There seems to me no joy where you are not.

EVEREST LEWIN

MOZARTIAN AIR

YOUR name to know I cared not
Until I heard you speak,
And when I knew I dared not

Save in silence say it over.

Musing like a lover
On a sweet Mozartian air.

9Twas when I heard you speaking,
Yes, then, I knew I cared ;
Your voice the silence breaking
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